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The girl was plainly more than half insane,
Her ramblings were so dreadfully inane.
To my fond eyes her age was sweet seventeen,
And yet she spoke of outrage that had been
Upon her wrought some fifty years ago.
So, keeping still my eyelids chastely low,
The while we sat upon the mossy green
In that dark wood two rugged oaks between,
And she grew silent with the brimming tears,
I begged her lay aside her trembling fears.
('Twas perilous, the truth must be confessed,
To lay aside how little she possessed.)
Myself would guard her 'gainst all dangers nigh.
"So cease, I pray, to tremble, sob, and sigh.
And what is this you speak of outrage done
Full fifty years ago ?   You have begun
At most your eighteenth year."
She laughed and cried,
" My gentle swain, thy guess is somewhat wide. Five thousand years have passed since that glad
morn When by the Mount Olympus I was born."
Poor thing ! her sufferings had her mind distraught. Quite mad, and yet so beautiful, I thought. " Then who are you ? " I asked, as one who tries To humour lunatics in soothing wise.
" I am the youngest Muse, the Muse of Song. To me all joys of melody belong.